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unc! say, ' Never mindt, I'll make him/ und so he did, und here it is," thrusting some small object into my hand. "Und if you laugh, friiulcin, I tink I die, 'cause it is so mean und little."
Then stooping her head, she pressed a kiss on my bare shoulder and rushed headlong down the stairs, leaving me standing there in the dark with "it"'in my hand. Poor Scmantha! "it" lies here now, after all these years; but where are you, Seman-tha? Are you still dragging heavily through life, or have you reached that happy shore, where hearts are hungry never more, but filled with love divine ?
<f It" is a little bit of white marble, highly polished and perfectly carved to imitate a tiny Bible. A pretty toy it is to other eyes ; but to mine it is infinitely pathetic, and goes well with another toy in my possession, a far older one, which cost a human life.
Well, from that Christmas-tide Semanthavill be left. Und he shlap me my back,Und I say, 'No, she don't laugh! de lips each side-d snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
